Bishop’s "1 he Day Kennedy Was Shot’ 



This is a section from the book “The 
Day Kennedy Was Shot” by Jim Bishop, 
who obtained from President Johnson 
the only interview Mr. Johnson has 
given containing his vivid recollection 
of the assassination and the events 
following: 

12:30 P ,M.: President Kennedy’s 

death remained a secret to all except a 
select few, such as Jerry Behn, Secret 
Service man in the White House 1500 
miles away. It was not known to Lyn- 
don Johnson, 35 feet away. 

A few minutes before, Kenneth 
O’Donnell had peered inside the cubi- 
cle in which Lyndon Johnson and Mrs. 
Johnson stayed on orders of the Secret 
Service, and said: “It looks bad. Per- 
haps fatal. I’ll keep you informed." 






When Malcolm Kilduff was admitted 
to the hideaway, Mr. Johnson was sit- 
ting on an ambulance cart, his legs 
dangling. Kilduff swallowed hard and 
said: "Mr. President . . .” The tall 
Texan brought his head up sharply; 
Mrs. Johnson turned as she was about 

to sit, and held a hand against her 
mouth. This was the first time Lyndon 
Baines Johnson had been so addressed, 
the first time he knew that he was the 
thirty-sixth President .of the United 
States. 

“Mr. President,” Kilduff began 
again, “I have to announce the death 
of President Kennedy to the press. Is 
it all right with you?” Johnson hopped 
off the cart and jiggled a hand in his 



trouser pocket. “No, Mac,” he said. “I 
think we had better get out of here 
and get back to the plane before you 
announce it. We don’t know whether 
this is a worldwide conspiracy,” Mr. 
Johnson said, quoting Emory Roberts 
and Clinton Hill, “whether they are 
after me as they were after President 
Kennedy." 

Showing shock, Kilduff thanked the 
President and went back to discuss the 
matter with Roy Kellerman. Keller- 
man said he would feel better if they 
flew Mr. Johnson at once to the White 

See BISHOP, A6, Col. 1 

Most of key figures in JFK 
tragedy are in or near Dallas five 
years later . Page A5. 
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President Kennedy is slumping toward his wife in this photograph 
made with a Polaroid camera by a woman spectator at the motorcade. 
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House, where he could be given the ut- 
most protection. Air Force One was a 
sealed edifice with wings. It had 
brand-new highly sophisticated com- 
munications equipment, some of which 
was directly related to the Bagman 
and his nuclear-kickoff “football.” Air 
Force Two, on which the Vice Presi- 
dent had arrived, did not have this 
equipment. 

The President asked Kenny 
O’Donnell, “How about Mrs. Ken- 
nedy?” O'Donnell responded, “She will 
not leave the hospital without the 
President.” Mrs. Johnson nodded ap- 
provingly when her husband said that 
he would not go back without Mrs. 
Kennedy and the body of her husband. 
O'Donnell excused himself and left. He 
wanted to get Mrs. Kennedy away 
from Trauma One before the casket ar- 
rived. 

Unsentimental to a Man 

The Secret Service was. to a man, 
unsentimental. They advised Johnson 
to get aboard Air Force One at once 
and to take off for Washington. John- 
son was shocked. He asked where Mrs. 
Kennedy and the casket would go. “Air 
Force Two,” they said. 

If the oath of office had occurred to 
the new President, he did not mention 
it, for the same reason he would not 
depart alone on Air Force One — it 
would be like a precipitous power 
grab. The Constitution of the United 
States is explicit: “Before he enter on 
the execution of his office, he shall 
take the following oath or 
affirmation ...” 

Agent Lem Johns went out to requi- 
sition unmarked automobiles for the 
movement to Love Field, two miles 
away. The new President did not want 
to have his wife risk her life with him, 
so he ordered her to ride in another 
vehicle. 

When the cars were ready the party 
went out at top walking speed. To keep 
up, Mrs. Johnson had to run between 
Secret Service agents who were fan- 
ning out ahead, with some walking 
backward. The President jumped into 
the back seat of the lead car, which 
had Chief of Police Jesse Curry as 
driver, and slouched as low as a big 
man can. Youngblood was beside him. 
Mrs. Johnson was shoved into the sec- 
ond car, another group into the third. 
Malcolm Kilduff hurried back to make 
arrangements for the death announce- 
ment. 

Cars Parked Askew 

Cars of the curious were parked 
askew all over the hospital grounds, 
and the three automobiles followed 
each other over sidewalks, open fields, 
to Harry Hines Boulevard. 

When Lyndon Johnson got aboard 
Air Force One, a TV set was the first 
sound he heard inside. The President 
shhh’d everyone, to hear anything new 
about the assassination. A commenta- 
tor said Mr. Kennedy had been pro- 
nounced dead; the shots came appar- 
ently from a school book building; the 



police had clues to the assassin and 
were looking for a suspect; Vice Presi- 
dent Johnson had left Parkland Hospi- 
tal but no one knew his whereabouts. 

The President left the television set 
to instruct stewards to hold the private 
bedroom for Mrs. Kennedy's use. How- 
ever, Mr. Johnson quickly discovered 
there was no other place from which 
to telephone privately and he signaled 
the communications shack he would be 
using the bedroom phone. He wanted 
to convey his sympathies to Robert 
Kennedy; he also wanted to ask the 
Attorney General for a legal opinion 
on when to take the oath of office as 
President. 

Then President Johnson received a 
phone call from Assistant Attorney 
General Nicholas Katzenbach with the 
wording of the oath of office to be 
typed by a secretary. The President 
happened to look at the TV and hear 
an announcement that the Dallas Po- 
lice Department had just arrested the 
suspected assassin. 

Mr. Johnson thought of Federal 
Judge Sarah Hughes, a Kennedy ap- 
pointee, got her on the phone, ex- 
plained the situation, and offered to 
send Secret Service agents for her. 
The judge declined the escort, and 
promised to be there in ten minutes. 

An ambulance with red blinker en- 
tered the airport, followed by two cars, 
all at high speed. A third car was 
stopped short of the fence by the law- 
men. Vernon Oneal got out to protest. 
It was his ambulance. The President was 
in an Oneal casket. The Secret Service 
men told him the ambulance would be 
returned. [Oneal was to send bills for 
$3900 to the family and eventually re- 
ceived a Government agency check for 
$3400.] A rear door of Air Force One 
opened for Secret Service men to lift 
the casket inside. 

Mrs. Kennedy Surprised 

All the Kennedy people were taking 
places on the aircraft they had arrived 
on. Larry O'Brien looked up to see the 
President and Mrs. Johnson coming 
down the aisle from the private state- 
room. He was flabbergasted. When the 
Johnsons moved over to the breakfast 
nook, Mrs. Kennedy looked up and 
emerged from her reverie. There can 
be no doubt that she was surprised to 
see them aboard this aircraft, not 
Number Two. It is understandable if 
she felt resentful, because the trip 
home to Washington would normally 
be a "wake,” a private mourning. 

But she took Mrs. Johnson’s hand in 
hers. “Oh, Lady Bird,” she said. “It'S 
good that we’ve always liked you two 
so much.” 

Mrs. Johnson began to weep again. 
“Oh, Mrs. Kennedy,” she said. “You 
know we never even wanted to be Vice 
President and now, dear God, it’s come 
to this.” 

Casket Is Jostled 

. . . Air Force One rumbled down the 
strip at 2:47 p.m., jostling the casket as 
Mrs. Kennedy sat watching it, and- 
shaking the shoulders of Lyndon John- 



son as he resumed telephoning after 
being sworn in. 

The people on Air Force One gravi- 
tated into two groups. The Johnson 
people sat forward, the Kennedy group 
aft. Mrs. Jacqueline Kennedy, Kenneth 
O’Donnell, Lawrence O’Brien, David 
Powers, Brig. Gen. Godfrey McHugh 
behaved as though Johnson had no 
right to the President’s stateroom, or 
to assume Presidential authority 
pre-emptorily. 

For two hours and twelve minutes, 
they were like hostile camps. They 
used messengers to walk the corridor 
with whispered wishes. The alchemy of 
the hours had transmuted the grief of 
the Kennedy group to rancor. The as- 
sassination was more than a deep per- 
sonal loss; it was a fall from power. 
The ins were out now. 

The widow had retreated from what 
had been the Kennedy private bed- 
room to the aft galley. There were 
only two seats there. She sat on one. 
Kenneth O’Donnell sat on the other. 
Dr. George Burkley, McHugh and 
O’Brien stood near the casket. 

The Gaelic antidote to grief is 
whisky. O’Donnell, turning toward 
Mrs. Kennedy, said: “I’m going to have 
a hell of a stiff drink. I think you 
should, too.” 

Mrs. Kennedy’s reply was audible: 
“What will I have?” 

O’Donnell said he’d make her a 
Scotch. She thought about it “I've 
never had a Scotch in my life.” 
O’Donnell moved on to call a steward. 
The forlorn face looked up at him. 
“Now is as good a time to start as 
any,” she said. 

Concentrating again on the bronze 
box, Mrs. Kennedy thought of Abra- 
ham Lincoln. He, too, had had his 
Johnson; he, too, had died on a Friday; 
he, too, had been sitting with his wife 
when shot in the back of the head. His 
death had given over the affairs of the 
Nation to a Southerner who was politi- 
cally alienated from the men who were 
at Lincoln's side in the Government. * 

Mrs. Kennedy ordered another 
drink. 

President Johnson now had men of 
his own to help. Two experienced 
aides, Bill Moyers and Jack Valenti, 
had reacted to the news at Dallas by 
rushing to Air Force One. Elizabeth 
Carpenter, Mrs. Johnson's secretary, 
had also come aboard, and the Presi- 
dent had “Liz” working on a short 
statement -to be read by Johnson on ar- 
rival at Washington. He kept Valenti 
and Moyers in the stateroom ventur- 
ing thoughts that he should do this or , 
not do that. 

Mr. Johnson was seldom morfe elo- 
quent, or more halting, than when he 
phoned John Kennedy’s mother. “II 
wish to God there was something I 
could do,” he said. Rose Kennedy did 
not lose composure. She thanked the 
President for his thoughtfulness in 
calling. Mrs. Johnson took the phone 
to say, “Oh, Mrs. Kennedy, we must all 
realize how fortunate the country was 
to have your son as long as it did.” ; 

Rose Kennedy did not ask Mrs. 
Johnson to switch her to Jacqueline 



Kennedy] was sitting 50 feet b - 
hind thet 0 ns. Nor did Mrs- John 
F. Kennehone her mother-in-law., 

[Four md afteh assassination, 

sat with 1 and Joe Kennedy at 
their honipalm Beach. Mrs. Ken- 
nedy saici have not heard from 
•Mrs. Keni since the funeral. ] 

* Mr. Jo hi noticed the two press 
pool repci Charles Roberts or 
Newsweek 3 Merriman Smith ot 
UPI, writi J 0 ries of the plane trip 
and stoopeltween them to whisper 
that he \\ld all of the Kennedy 
White Houiaff and all of the Ken- . 
nedy Cabirio remain on with the 
Johnson iinistration. This, 
course, waste first big pronounce- 
ment of the 7 Administration. 

The Presht, hopeful that Mrs. 
Kennedy miiby now have composed 
herself, sod expression of her 
wishes. Seveitiipes he sent Malcolm 
KUduff to heidthout response. 

Dr. BurkleWting until Mrs. Ken- 
nedy was alo( said: “It’s going to be 
necessary to ike the President to a 
hospital befoi he goes to the White 
House.” “Whylshe said, sharply. 

Burkley arwered, ‘‘The doctors 
must remove Ae bullet. The authori- 
ties must kn<$r the type. It is evi- 
dence.” He the avoided use of the 
word autopsy, which entails eviscera- 
tion and removil of organs. She asked 
where the bullet could be removed. 
‘For security reasons it should be a 
nilitary hospital,” he said. 

“Bethesda,” she chose. The Admiral 
went forward to the communications 
;hack to alert the Naval Hospital. He 
returned to ask Mrs. Kennedy to 
‘freshen up” before the plane landed. 
‘No ” she said adamantly. *T want 
hem to see what they’ve done." 



A Villain Required 

mdon Johnson must be charged 
i a lack of understanding of the 
nedy mentality. They required a 
iin for their rancor. When their 
f’s head fell among the roses at 



Dallas, the heart o£ their political cult 
stopped. They had no standing any 
more, no prestige. Many of them held 
Johnson in such contempt that they 
couM “ot endure his offer of resurrec 

tl0 Johnson was willing to submerge his 
pride and tell them that he required 
their counsel, their guidance. In spite 
of his own considerable ego, Lyn 
Johnson lacked the confidence of a 

j". Kennedy. "When the going 

sets tough,” Kennedy used to say, the 
tough get going." Now, in the cold lone- 
liness at the summit of power, John- 
son needed a feeling of continuance of 
administration. And this is what the 
Kennedy clan would deny him. 

On President’s Arm 

When Air Force One began lUde- 
scent, the small group in the back .of 
the plane was diseasing wa y s a 
means of keeping the PMS'dent of tte 

United States out of P h °‘f °^ners 
rival of the casket and the mour ” e !’ s ‘ 
The world would be watching, and the 
Kennedy's did not want the Johnsons 

in their mourning pictures. 

Before the plane taxied to a halt at 
Andrews President Johnson had or- 
dered a ramp to be brought to the 
n!ane The Secret Service men aboard 
would carry the casket down the ramp. 
The casket* would be followed b> r Mr, 
Kennedy on the arm of President 

Johnson. 



In the back of the plane, Kenny 
O’Donnell issued other orders., As soon 
as the aircraft stopped, he wanted the 
Kennedy group to crowd the rear door- 
way. They and the Secret Service men 
would take the body out of this exit, 

V ^The^plane was still in motion when 
they formed an unbreakable block at 
the rear exit, with Mrs. Kennedy 
among them. When the President came 
down the aisle, he found it ^P ass *kl*; 

A male voice rose from somewhere. , 
“It’s all right. We’ll take care of this 

end M 

Johnson recognized a purposeful hu- 
miliation. The plane stopped and he 
walked back to the presidential cabin 
slowly, to rejoin his wife. Thenhesaw 
the Attorney General, Robert F. K 
nedy, rushing from the front door of 
the plane to -the back. Sadly, the Presi- 
dent stuck his hand out and 1 said 
“Bob!” The Attorney General ignored 
the hand and kept running toward the 

aft section. . , . j 

At the human knot, people steppe 
aside so that Jacqueline could fall into 

Robert's arms. 

From the bookT™* 

Was Shot, published by Funk & Wag- 
nails.’ A Division of Re f&£ s .£l 9 %!. 
Books, lnc. World Copyright © ise8 ’^ 
Jim Bishop. Distributed by King Fea 

tures Syndicate . 
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